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Dramatis Perfonse.

DUNCAN, King of Scotland.

Malcolm, and Donalbain, Sons to the King .

Macbeth, and Banquo, Generals ofthe Kings Army.

Lenox, Macduff, Roffe ) Ngylmm of Scotland.
Menteeth, Angus, Cathneis, )

Fleance, Son to Banquo.

Siward, General of the Englifh Forces .

Young Siward, his Son .

Siton, an Officer attending on Macbeth*

Son to Macduff.

Dottor.

Lady Macbeth.

Lady Macduff.

Gentlewomen,
attending on Lady Macbeth,

Hecate, and three other Witches.

Lords,
Ge?itlsmen, Oficers, Soldiers and Attendants ,

7he Ghofi of Banquo, and federal other Apparitions ,

SCENE, in the End of the fourth Acl
y lies in

England ; through the reft of the Flay , in Scotland ;

and chiefly , at Macbeth’s Cafile %
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M A C B E EH.

A C T I.

SCENE, an open Place

.

!Thunder and Light?iing . Enter three Witches*

i Witch.
jr^gn^HEN lhall we three meet again >
*® J Ki± In thunder, lightning, or in rain \W

r* 2 Witch. When the hurly-burly’s done,

V* ^F^fT id
When the battleVfcfbmd* won.

: —- -

3 Witch . That will be ere Set of Sun;
1 Witch. Where the place ?

2 Witch . Upon the heath.

3 Witch . There I go to meet Macbeth

.

1 Witch. I come, I come, Grimalkin .——

*

2 Witch. Padocke calls anon !

All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair.

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

[They rifefrom theftage, andfly away.
SCENE changes to a Palace at Foris.

Enter King, Malcolm, Dohalbain, Lenox, with Atten-
dants, meeting a bleeding Captain.

Kmg. What bloody man is that ? he can report.
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The neweft Hate.

Mai. This is the Serjeant,

Who like a good and hardy foldier fought
A 3 ’Gainft



8 The Tragedy ofhia cbeth.
But in a fieve I’ll thither fail.

And like a rat without a tail.

I’ll do -I’ll do and I’ll do.

2 Witch. I’ll give thee a wind.
I Witch. Thou art kind.

3 Witch . And I another.

1 Witch. I myfelf have all the other.

And the very points they blow

;

All the quarters that they know,
I’ th’ fhip-man’s card

—

I will drein him dry as hay;
Sleep fhall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-houfe lid ;

He lhall live a man forbid

;

Weary fev’nights, nine times nine,

Shall he dwindle, peak and pine

;

Though his bark cannot be lpft.

Yet it lhall be temped: -toil,

Look, what I have.

2 Witch . Shew me, fhew me.
i Witch . Here I have a pilot’s thumb,

Wrackt as homeward he did come. [Drum within*

3 Witch . A drum, a drum !

Macbeth doth come

!

Alt. The Weird fillers, hand in hand,
Pollers of the feaand land.

Thus do go about, about.

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine.
And thrice again to make up nine.

Peace!—the Charm’s wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and

other Atte?idants.

Mach. So foul and fair a day I have not feen.

Ban. How far is’t call’d to ForisP—What are thefe,

So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire,

That look not like th’ inhabitants o’ th\earth,

And yet are on’t? Live you, or are you aught

That man may queliion ! You feem to underhand me,

By each at once her choppy linger laying

Upon her Ikinny lips ; You fhould be women;
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret,

That you are fo. Mack.
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Mach. Speak, if you can; what are you?

1 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth! hail t® thee, Thane of
Glaim !

2 Witch. All -hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee. Thane of

Cawdor !

3 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth! thou flialt be King here-

after.

Ban . Good Sir, why do you hart, and feem to fear

Things that do found fo fair? T th’ name of truth,

Are ye fantaftical, or That indeed [To the Witches*

Which outwardly ye Ihew? my noble Partner

You greet with prefent grace, and great prediction

Of noble Having, and of royal Hope,
That he feems rapt withal ; to me you fpeak not.

If you can look into the Seeds of time,

And fay, which Grain will grow and which will not;

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear.

Your favours, nor your hate.

1 Witch. Hail!

2 Witch. Hail!

3 Witch. Hail

!

1 Witch. LelTer than Macbeth> and greater.

2 Witch. Not fo happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch. Thou {halt get Kings, though thou be npne ;

So, all-hail, Macbeth and Banquo!

1 Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all-hail!

Macb. Stay, you imperfeCt Speakers, tell me more ;

By Sineb s death, I know', I’m Thane of Glaims ;

But how, ofCawdor? the Thane of Cawdor lives,

A profp’rous gentleman ; and, to be King,
Stands not within the profpeCt of belief.

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
You owe this ftrange intelligence? or why
Upon this blafted heath you hop our way.

With fuch prophetick Greeting ?—fpeak, I charge you*
[Witches ruanijh^

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has

;

And thefe are of them ; whither are they vanifh’d ?

Macb. Into the air; and what feem’d corporal
Melted, as breath into the wind,——
Would they had ftaid

!

A 5 BatQ



io The Tragedy of M.ac bis.

T

a.

Ban . Were fuch things here, as we dofpeak about*
Or have we eaten of the infane root.

That takes the Reafon prifoner ?

Macb. Your children (hall be Kings.

Ban . You (hall be King.
Macb. And Thane of Carder too ; went it not fo ?

Ban . To th’ {elf-fame tune, and w'ords; who's here?
Enter Rode andAngus.

RoJJe. The King hath happily receiv’d, Macbeth9

The news of thy l'uccefs ; and when he reads

Thy perfonal venture in the rebel’s fight.

His wonders and his praifes do contend,

Which lhould be thine, or his. Silenc’d with That,
In viewing o’er the reft o’ th’ felf fame day,

He hnds thee in the (tout Norweyan ranks.

Nothing afraid of what thyfelf didft make,
Strange images of death. As thick as hail.

Came Pofton Poft; and everyone did bear

Thy praifes in his Kindom’s great defence :

And pour’d them down before him.

Ang . We are fent,

To give thee, from our royal Mafter, thanks ;

Only to herald thee into his fight,

Not pay thee.

Roffe. And for an earned of a greater honour.

He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor :

In which addition, hail, mod worthy Thane!

lor it is thine.

Ban. What can the Devil fpeak true ?

Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives;

Why do you drefs me in his borrow’d robes?

Ang. Who wras the Thane, lives yet;

But under heavy judgment bears that life.

Which he deferves to lofe. Whether he was
Combin’d with Norway , or did line the Rebel

With hidden help and vantage, or that with both

He labour’d in his country’s wrack, I know not:

But treafons capital, confefs’d, and proved.

Have overthrown him.

Macb. Glands, and Thane of Cawdor !

3

[Afide.

The
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The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains.

[To Angus*
Do you not hope, your children (hall be Kings ?

[To Banquo.

When thofe, that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me.
Promis'd no lefs to them ?

Ban

.

That fruited home.
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown,
Be&des the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis Arange:

And often times, to win us to our harm,

The inftruments of Darknefs tell us truths,

Win us with honelt trifles, to betray us

In deepelt confequence.

Coufins, a word, I pray you. [To Rofle and Angus *

Mach. Two truths are told,
[Afide.

As happy prologues to the fwelling a£l

Of the imperial theme. I thank you, gentlemen—
This fupernatural Sollicking

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good.—If ill.

Why hath it giv'n me earneft of fuccefs,

Commencing in a truth? I'm Thane of Cawder.

If good ; why do I yield to that fuggeftion,

Whofe hoi rid image doth unfix my hair.

And make my feated heart knock at my ribs'

Againft the ufe of nature ? prefent feats

Are lefs than horrible imaginings.

My thought, whofe murder yet is but fantaflical.

Shakes fo my Angle Hate of man, thatFun&ion
Is fmother’d in furmile ; and nothing is.

But what is not.

Ban . Look, how our Partner's rapt

!

Mach. If chance will have me King, why chance
may crown me, [Afide*

Without my Air.

Ban . New Honours come upon him.
Like our flrange garments cleave not to their mould.
But with the aid of ufe.

Mach. Come what come may,
Time and the hour runs through the roughed day.

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we flay upon your leifure.

Mach. Give me your favour: my dull brainwas wrought
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With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains
Are regiitred where every day I tarn
The leaf to read them—Let us tow’rd the King;
Think, upon what hath chanc'd ; and at more time,

[To Banquo.
(The interim having weigh'd it,) let us fpeak
Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb. 'Till then enough : come, friends. [Exeunt

SCENE changes to the Palace.

Fkurifh. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox,
and Attendants.

King. Is execution done on Cawdor yet?

Or not thofe in commiflion yet return’d?

Mai. My liege.

They are not yet come back. But I have fpoke
With one that law him die ; who did report.

That very frankly he confefs’d his treafons

;

Implor’d your Highnefs’ pardon, and fet forth

A deep repentance ; nothing in his life

Became him like the leaving it. He dy’d,

As one, that had been Audied in his death.

To throw away the dearelt thing he ow’d.

As 'twere a carelefs trifle.

King. There’s no art,

To And the mind’s conAru&ion in the face:

He was a gentleman, on whom I built

An abfolute truft.

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rofle, and Angus.

O worthieft Coufln !

The lift of my ingratitude e’en now
Was heavy on me. Thou’rt fo far before.

That fwifteft wing of recompence is flow.

To overtake thee. Would thou’dftlefs deferv’d.

That the proportion both ofthanks and payment
Might have been mine ! only I’ve left to fay.

More is thy due, even more than all can pay.

Macb. The fervice and the loyalty I owe.

In doing it pays itfelf. Your Highnefs’ part

Is to receive our duties; and our duties

Are
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Are to your Throne, and State, children and fervants

;

Which do but what they fhould, by doing every thing

Safe tow’rd your love and honour.

King. Welcome hither

:

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo,

Thou haft no lefs deferv’d, and mult be known
No lefs to have done fo : let me enfold thee

And hold thee to my heart.

Ban. There if I grow,

The harveft is your own.

King. My plenteous joys,

Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves

In drops of Sorrow. Sons, kinfmen, Thanes*

And you whofe Places are the neareft, know.
We will eftablilh our eftate upon
Our eldeft Malcolm, whom we name hereafter

The Prince of Cu?nberland\ which honour mult,

Not unaccompanied, inveft him only

;

But figns of Noblenefs like liars ftiall lhine

On all defervers.—Hence to hwernefs,

And bind us further to you.

Mach. The Reft is Labour, which is not us’d for you ;

I’ll be myfelf the harbinger, and make joyful

The Hearing ofmy wife with your approach

;

So humbly take my leave.

King. My worthy Cawdor! -

Macb. The Prince of Cumberland !—that is a ftep.

On which I muft fall down, or elfe o’er-leap, \AJide>

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires !

Let not light fee my black and deep defires;

The eye wink at the hand
!
yet let that be.

Which the eye fears* when it is done, to fee. [Exit*

King. True, worthy Banquo-, he is full fo valiant;

And in his commendations \ am fed

;

it is a banquet to me. Let us after him,
Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome:
It is a peerlefs Kinfman.

[Flourilb . Exeunt

SCENE
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SCENE changes to an apartment in Macbeth’.?

Enter Lady :>eth alone, with a Letter.

Lady, cjj H E ¥ met me in the day of fuccefs ; and /
have learn d hy the perfcEleft report , they have

more in them than mortal knowledge . When I burnt in

defre to queftion them further , they made themfelves air

,

vito which they vanifto d. While I food rapt in the

wonder of it, came MiJJives fro?n the King
, who all

haild'me Thane of Cawdor; by which title, before, thefe

weird fifers faluted me, and referr d me to the coming on

of time
,

with hail, King that flialt be! This have I
thought good to deliver thee ( ?ny deareft Partner of Great

-

nefs )
that thou mightft not lofe the dues of rejoicing, by

being ignorant of what Greatnefs is promis'd thee . Lay it

to thy heart, andfarewel.

Glands thou art, and Cawdor—and flialt be
What thou art promis’d. Yet do I fear thy nature j

It is too full o’ th’ milk of human kindnefs.

To catch the neared way. Thou wouldft be great.

Art not without ambition ; but without

The illnefs fliould attend it. What thou would ft highly.

That wouldfl thou holily; wouldfl not play falfe,

And yet wouldft ftrongly win. Thou’dft have, great

Glamis,

That which cries, “ thus thou mud do, if thou have it

;

“ And That which rather thou dod fear to do,
«« Than wiflieft lhould be undone,” Hie thee hither.

That I may pour my fpirits in thine ear.

And chadife with the valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden Round,
Which fate and metaphyfical aid doth feem

To have thee crown’d withal.

What is your tidings ?

Meft The King comes here to-night.

Lady . Thou’rt mad to fay it.

Is not thy Mader with him ? who, wer’t To,

Would have inform’d for preparation.

C~a1‘ at Invernefs*

Enter Mejfenger .

Meft
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Mef. So pleafe you, it is true : our Thane is coming.

One of my fellows had the fpeed of him ;

Who, almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more
Than would make up his meffage.

Lady, Give him tending;

He brings great news. The Raven himfelf is hoarfe,

{Exit Mef*

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, all you Spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here

;

And fill me, from the crown to th’ toe, topfull

Of direft cruelty; make thick my blood.

Stop up th* accefs and paflage to remorfe,

That no compunctious vifitings of nature

Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between
Th’ effeCt and/it. Come to my Woman’s breads,

And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring miniders!

Wherever in your dghtlefs fubdances

You wait on nature’s mifchief—Come, thick night!

And pall thee in the dunned fmoke of hell.

That my keen Knife fee not the wound it makes;
Nor heav’n peep through the blanket of the dark.

To cry, hold, hold!

Enter Macbeth.
Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor! \Ej?ibracing him .

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!

Thy letters have tranfported me beyond
This ign’rant prefent time, and I feel now
The future in the indant.

Mach. Beared love,

Duncan comes here to-night.

Lady. And when goes hence ?

Mach. To-morrow as he purpofes.

Lady. Oh, never

Shall Sun that morrow fee!

Your face, my Thane, is a book, where men
May read drange matters. To beguile the time,
Look, like the time ; bear welcome in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent floiver.

But be the Serpent under’t. He, that’s coining,
Mud be provided for ; and you fhali put

This
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This night’s great bufinefs into my difpatch,
W hich lliall to all our nights and days to come
Give folely fovereign fway and mafterdom.

Mach. We will fpeak further.

Lady . Only look up clear:

To alter favour, ever, is to fear.

Leaye all the reft to me. [Exeunt.

SCENE, before Macbeth Cafle-Gate.

Hautboys and Torches. E?iter King
, Malcolm, Donal-

bain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Kolfe, Angus,
and Attendants.

King. This caftle hath a pleafant feat; the air

Nimbly and fweetly recommends itfelf

Unto our gentle fenfe?.

Ban. This gueft of fummer.

The temple haunting martlet, does approve
By his lov’d Mafonry that Heav’n’s breath

Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze,

Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird

Hath made his pendant- bed, and procreant cradle :

Where they moft breed and haunt, I have obferv’d.

The Air is delicate.

Enter Lady.

King. See, fee! our honour’d Hoftefs

!

The love that follows us, fometimes is our trouble.

Which (bill we thank as love. Herein I teach you.

How you Ihould bid god-eyld us for your pains.

And thank us for your trouble.

Lady. All our fervice

(In every point twice done, and then done double,)

Were poor and fingle bufinefs to contend

Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith

Your Majefty loads our houfe. For thofe of old

And the late dignities heap’d up to them.

We reft your hermits.

King . Where’s the Thane of Ca<v:dor?

We courft him at the heels, and had a purpofe

To be his purveyor : but he rides well.

And his great love (fharp as his fpur,) hath holphim

To’s home before us : fair and noble Hoftefs,

3 We
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We are your gueft to night.

Lady. Your fervants ever

Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt,

To make their audit at your Highnefs’ pleafure,

Still to return your own.

King. Give me your hand

;

Conduft me to mine Hoft, we love him highly ;

And lhall continue our graces towards him.

By your leave, Hoftefs. [
Exeunt .

SCENE changes to an Apartment in Macbeth’s CaftU*

Hautboys , Torches. Enter divers fervants v ith difhes

andfervice over the Stage . Then Macbeth.

Mach. If it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twerewell

It were done quickly : if th’ affaffmation

Could tramel up the confequence, and catch

With its furceafe fuccefs ; that but this blow
'Might be the Be-all and the End-all Here,

But here , upon this Bank and Shoal of time.

We’d jump the life to come. But in thefe cafes,

We ftill have judgment here, that we but teach

Bloody inftru&ions ; which being taught, return

To plague th’ inventor. Even handed Juftice

Returns th’ Ingredients ofour poifon’d chalice

To our own lips. He’s here in double truft :

Firft as I am his kinfman and his fubjeft.

Strong Both againft the deed ; Then, as his Hoft,

Who fhould againft his murd’rer (hut the door.

Not bear the knife myfelf. Befides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu’d againft

The deep damnation of his taking off :

And Pity like a naked new-born babe.
Striding the blaft, or heav’ns cherubin hors’d

Upon the fightlefs couriers of the air.

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev’ry eye

:

That tears fhall drown the wind 1 have no fpur

To prick the Tides of my intent, but only
V aulting Ambition, which o’erleaps itfelf.

And falls on th’ other —
Enter
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> Enter Lady Macbeth.

How now ? what news ? [ber ?

Lady. He's almoft Tupp'd ; why have you left the cham-
Macb . Hath he alked for me ?

Lady. Know you not, he has ?

Macb. We will proceed no further in this bufmefs.
He hath honour’d me of late ; and I have bought
Golden opinions from all forts of people.
Which would be worn now in their newel! glofs.

Not cal! afide fo foon.

Lady. Was the hope drunk,

Wherein you drel! yourfelf ? hath it flept lince ?

And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale

At what it did fo freely ? from this time
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid

To be the fame in thine own a6l and valour,

As thou art in defire ? would!! thou have That,
Which thou elieem’i! the ornament of life.

And live a Coward in thine own efteem i

Letting I dare not wait upon I would.

Like the poor Cati’ th’Adage.
Macb . Pr’ythee, peace

:

I dare do all that may become a man :

Who dares do more, is none.

Lady . What beal! was’t then,

That made you break this enterprize to me ?

When you durl! do it, then you were a man j

And (to be more than what you were) you would
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place

Did then cohere, and yet you would make both :

They’ve made themfelves ; and that their fitnefs now
Do’s unmake you. I have given fuck, and know
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me—"*

I would, while it was fmiling in my face.

Have pluckt my nipple from his bonelefs gums.

And dalht the brains out, had I but fo fworn

As you have done to this.

Macb . Ifwe Ihould fail !—

—

Lady. We fail

!

But fcrew your courage to the flicking place,

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is alleep,

(Whereto
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(Whereto the rather fhall his day's hard journey

Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains

Will I with wine and waflel fo convince.

That memory (the warder of the brain)

Shall be a fume ; and the receipt of reafon

A limbeck only ; when in fwiniih deep
Their drenched natures lie as in a death.

What cannot you and I perform upon
Th’ unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon
Kis fpo$gy Officers, who fhall bear the guilt

Of our great quell ?

Mach. Bring forth men-children only !

For thy undaunted metal ffiould compofe
Nothing but males. Will it not be recev’d.

When we have mark’d with blood thofe fleepy two
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very daggers.

That they have don’t ?

Lady

.

Who dares receive it other,

As we (hall make our griefs and clamour roar.

Upon his death ?

Macb

.

I’m fettled, and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with faireftlhow:

Falfe face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know.
[Exeuntl

ACT II.

SCENE, A Hall in Macbeth’s Cajlle,

Enter Banquo, and Fleance <ivith a torch before him.

Ban. T T OW goes the night, boy ?

JL JL Fie. The moon is down : I have not heard
the clock.

Ban. And (he goes down at twelve.

Fie. I take’t, ’tis later, Sir. [heav’n,

Ban. Hold, take my fword. There’s hufbandry in

Their candles are all out. Take thee that too.

A heavy
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A heavy fummons lies like lead upon me,
And yet I would not deep : Merciful Pow’rs

!

Redrain in me the curfed thoughts, that nature

Gives way to in repofe.

Enter Macbeth, and a fer<vant with a torch.

Give me my fword : who’s there ?

Macb. A friend.

Ban. What, Sir, not yet at red ? the King’s a-bed.
He hath to night been in unufual pleafure.

And fent great largefs to your officers

;

This diamond he greets your wife withal,

By the name of mod: kind Hodefs, and diut up
In meafurelefs content.

]

Macb. Being unprepar’d.

Our will became the fervant to defedl

;

Which elfe fhould free have wrought.

Ban. All’s well.

J dreamt lad night of the three weird fiders

:

To you they’ve fhew’d fome truth.

Macb. I think not of them ;

Yet when we can intreat an hour to ferve,

Would fpend it in fome words upon that bufinefs 5

If you would grant the time.

Ban. At your kind leifure.

Macb. If you (hall cleave to my confent, when ’tis/
(

It fhall make honour for you.

Ban. So I lofe none
In Peeking to augment it, but dill keep

My bofom franchis’d and allegiance clear,

I fhall be counfell’d.

Macb

.

Good repofe the while !

Ban. Thanks, Sir, the like to you.

[Exeunt Banquo andFleance. *

Macb , Go, bid thy midrefs, when my drink is ready.

She drike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Sjrv.

Is this a dagger which I fee before me,

The handle tow’rd my hand?
s
come, let me clutch thee,

jj

I have thee not, and yet I fee thee dill.

Art thou not, fatal Vifion, fenfible

To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a falfe creation

Proceeding
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Proceeding from the heat-opprefled brain ?
I fee thee yet in form as palpable
As this which now I draw
Thou marfhal’ft me the way that I was goin2 *

And fuch an inftrument I was to ufe.
S ’

Mine eyes are made the Fools o’th’other Senfes
Or elfe worth all the reft 1 fee thee ftill

•’

And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood’
Which was not fo before.—There’s no fuch thing.-.
It is the bloody buimefs, which informs'

®

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o’er one half the world
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe
The curtain’d lleep ; now Witchcraft celebrates
Pale Hecate s offerings : and wither’d Murder
(Alarm’d by his fentinel, the wolf,

’

Whofe howl’s his watch) thus with his Healthy paceWith Tarquin s ravi filing ftrides, tow’rds his delien
*

Moves like a ghort Thou found and firm-fet earthHear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear
’

Thy very ftones prate of my where-about •

And take the prelent horror from the time
Which now fuits with it whilft I threat, he lives—

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath Kef
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me,
Hear it not, Duncan

, for it is a knell
1 hat fummons thee to heaven, or to hell. rp >

Enter Lady %
*

** '

hathmade them drunk, hath made

What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire. Hark >

peace !
,

It was the Owl that fhriek’d, the fatal bell-man.Which gtves the ftern’ft good-night-he is about it-The doors are open; and the forfeited grooms
mOC

p
k
o£:

SC With fn°reS - IVe druSS’d their

That death and nature do contend about themWhether they live or die.
’

,, . Enter Macbeth.
Macb. Who’* there ? what, ho _
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Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they haveawak’d;

And ’tis not done; th’ attempt and not the deed.

Confounds us hark! 1 laid their daggers readv.

He could not mifs ’em— —Hid he not refembled

My father as he flept, 1 haddone’t—My Hufband!
Macb . I’ve done the deed—didft thou not hear a noife ?

Lady. I heard the owl fcream, and the crickets cry.

Did not you fpeak ?

Macb

.

When?
Lady. Now.
Macb. As I defcended ?

Lady. Ay.
Macb. Hark ! who lies i’th’ fecond Chamber ?

Lady. Donaibain.

Macb. This is a forry fight. \Looks on his Hands.

Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay, a forry fight.

Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s fleep, and one cry’d

Murder

!

They wak’d each other ; and I ilood and heard them

;

But they did fay their prayers, and addreft them

Again to fleep.

Lady. There are tw'O lodg’d together.

Macb. One cry’d, God blefs us ! and Amen, the other

;

As they had feen me with thefe hangman’s hands.

Lift’ning their fear, I could not fay Amen,

When they did fay, God blefs us.

Lady. Confider it not fo deeply.

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen;

I had moft need of blefTmg, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.

Lady. Thefe deeds mud not be thought.

After thefe ways ; fo, it will make us mad.

Afori.Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more

!

Macbeth doth murder Sleep; the innocent Sleep;

Sleep, that knits up the revell’d fleeve of care.

The death of each day’s life, fore labour’s bath.

Balm of hurt minds, great Nature’s fecond Courfe,

Chief nourilher in life's feaft.

Lady. What do you mean?

Macb. Still it cry’d, fleep no more, to all the houfe

;

Clams hath murder’d Sleep, and therefore Cawdor
Shall
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Shall deep no more; Macbeth fhall deep no more !

Lady. Who was it, that thus cry’d ? why worthy, Thane,

You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think

So brain- dckly of things
;
go, get fome water.

And wadi this filthy witnefs from your hand.

Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place ?

They mud lie there. Go carry them, and fmear

The deepy grooms with blood.

Macb. I’ll go no more ;

I’m afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on’t again, I dare not.

Lady. Infirm of purpofe!

Give me the daggers; the deeping and the dead

Are but as pictures ; ’tis the eye of childhood.

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed

I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal.

For it muft feem their guilt. [Exit.

Ktiocks within.

Macb . Whence is that knocking ? [Starting.

How is’t with me, when every noife appals me ?

What hands are hear? hah! they pluck out mine eyes.

fc
Will all great Neptune's ocean wadi this blood

Clean from my hand? no, this my hand will rather

Thy multitudinous fea incarnadine.

Making the green one red

Enter Lady

.

Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I fhame
To wear a heart fo white; I hear a knocking [Knock.
At the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber;
A little water clears us of this deed.

How eafy is it then ? your conftancy

Hath left you unattended—hark, more knocking! [Knock*
Get on your Night-gown lell occafion call us.

And fhew us to be watchers ; be not loft

So poorly in your Thoughts. [felf.

Macb. To know my deed, ’twere beft not know my
Wake, Duncan

, with this knocking: would thou
couldft! [Exeunt*

Enter a Porter
. [Knocking within.

Per. Here’s a knocking, indeed: if a man were por-
ter of hell-gate, he fhould have old turning the key.

[Knock.

^
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[ Knock .] Knock, knock, knock. Who’s there; i’ th
r

name ofBelzebub? here’s a farmer, that hang’d himfelf
on the expe&ation of plenty : come in time, have napkins
enough about you, here you’ll fweat for’t. [Knock.']

Knock, knock. Who’s there, in th’ other devil’s Name?
’faith, here’s an equivocator, that could fwear in both the

fcales againH either fcale, w ho commited treafon enough
for God’s fake, yet could not equivocate to heav’n: oh,

come in, equivocator. {Knock."] Knock, knock, knock.
Who’s there? ’faith, here’s an Englijb taylor come hither

for Healing out of a French hofe : come in, taylor, here

you may roaft your goofe. [Knock. ] Knock, knock.
Never at quiet! what are you ? but this place is too cold

for hell. I’ll devil porter it no further: I had thought to

have let in fome of all profeffions, that go to the primrofe

way to th’ everlafling bonfire. [Knock. ~\ Anon, anon. I

pray you remember the porter.

Enter Macduff, and Lenox.

Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to bed,

That you do lie fo late ?

Port. Faith, Sir, we were caroufmg *till the fecond

cock : And drink. Sir, is a great provoker ofthree things.

Macd. What three things doth drink efpecially pro-

voke ?

Port. Marry, Sir, nofe-painting, fleep, and urine.

Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it provokes

the defire, but it takes away the performance. There-

fore much drink may be faid to be an equivocator with

lechery; it makes him and it mars him; it fets him on,

and it takes him off ; it perfuades him and difheartens

him; makes him Hand to, and not Hand to; in conclu-

Hon, equivocates him into a fleep, and giving him the

lie leaves him.

Macd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie laft night.

Port. That it did, Sir, i’ th’ very throat on me ; but I

requited him for his lie ; and, I think, peing too Hrong

for him, though he took up my legs fometime, yet I

made a fhift to caH him.

Macd. Is thy maHer Hirring ?

Our knocking has awak’d him; here he comes.

Len. Good-morrow, noble Sir.

Enter
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Enter Macbeth.

Macb . Good -morrow. Both.
Macd. Is the King ftirring, worthy Thane ?

Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him-
I ve almoft flipt the hour.

Macb. I’ll bring you to him.
Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you •

But yet ’tis one.

Th"ti7d
h
.

e

.,

Lab0"r
' Papain,

Macd. I’ll make fo bold to call, for ’tis my limited

T c. rr- , tExit Macduff.
Len. Goes the King hence to-day f
Macb. He did appoint fo.

Z«? The night has been unruly; where we lav 1Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they fay
Lamentmgs heard 1’ th’ air, ftrange fcreams of death.And prophefymg with accents terrible
Of dire combuflion, and confus’d events
New hatch'd to th’ woful time-.
Fhe obfcure bird clamour’d the live-lone night.
b0I

7\n

f
i
Y
'rJ

he Carth Was fevVous
> and did flfake.

Macb. 1 was a rough night.

A ftllowto
^°UnS remem France cannot parallel

Enter Macduff,
Macd. O horror/ horror! horror!

1

nS*ZT h
W’’

Car
\
conceive

’ nor name thee,^en% ^bat s tne matter ?

, t\ac/~ ,f
oufufion now hath made his mailer nierv*Molt facnlegious murder hath broke ope

P ’

SiSra?1'' an“ Mcth““

fIacb -

„
What^ you fay ? the life ? „

Len. Mean you his Majefty ?

See, and then fpeak yourfelves : awake! awake

!

Banqm
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Banquo and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake

!

Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit.

And look on death itfelf up, up, and fee

The great Doom’s image Malcolm ! Banquo

l

As from your graves rife up, and walk like fprights.

To coutenance this horror.

Bell-rings . Enter Lady Macbeth.
Lady . What’s the bufinefs.

That fuch an hideous Trumpet calls to parly
The fleepers ofthe houfe? fpeak.

Macd. Gentle Lady,
’Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak.

The repetition in a Woman’s ear

Would murder as it fell.—O Banquo
, Banquo!

Enter Banquo.
Our royal mailer’s murder’d.

Lady. Woe, alas!

What, in our Houfe ?

Ban . Too cruel, any where.

Macduff\
I pr’ythee, contradict thyfelf.

And fay k is not fo.

Enter Macbeth, Lenox, WR offe.

Mach. Had I but dy’dan hour before this chance,

I had liv’d a bleffed time: for, from this inflant,

There’s nothing ferious in mortality ;

All is but toys ; Renown and Grace is dead ;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter Malcolm, and Donalbain,

Don. what is amis ?

Mai You are, and do not know’t

:

Thefpring, the head, the fountain of your blood

Is itopt ;
the very fcou^eof it is ftopt.

Macb. Your royal Ejather’s murder’d.

Mai. Oh, by whom ?

Len. Thofe of his chamber, as it feem’d, had done’t

Their hands and faces \Vere all badg’d with blood,

So.were their Daggers, \Vhich, unwip’d, we found

Upon their pillows ; they flar’d, and were diilra&ed

;

No man’s life was to be trufled with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury,

That I did kill them. Macd.
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Macd. Wherefore did you fo ?

Macb. Who can be wife, amaz’d, temp’rate and fu*

rious.

Loyal and neutral in a moment ? no man.
The expedition of my violent love

Out-run the paufer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan ;

His filver skin laced with his golden blood,

And his gaflfd Stabs look’d like a breach in Nature,

For Ruin’s wafteful entrance ; there, the murderers ;

Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers

Unmannerly breech’d with gore : who could refrain.

That had a heart to love, and in that heart

Courage, to make’s love known ?

Lady

.

Help me hence, ho ! — [Seeming tofaint ,

Macd. Look to the lady

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues.

That moft may claim this argument for ours ?

Don. What fhould be fpoken here.

Where our Fate, hid within an augre-hole.

May rufli andfeize us? Let’s away, our Tears
Are not yet brew’d.

Mai. Nor our ftrong forrow on
The foot of motion.

Ban. Look to the Lady ; \Lady Macbeth is carried out .

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That fulfer in expofure ; let us meet,

And queftion this mod bloody piece of work.
To know it further. Fears and fcruples fhake us:

In the great hand of God I ftand, and thence,

Againft the undivulg’d pretence I fight

Of treas’nous malice.

Macb . So do I.

All. So, all.

Macb. Let’s briefly put on manly readinefs.

And meet i’ th’ hall together.

All. Well contented.
[
Exeunt.

Mai. What will you do ? let’s not confort with them;
To fhew an unfelt forrow, is an office

Which the falfe man does eafy. Til to England.
Don . To Ireland,

'

I ; our feparated fortune

Shall keep us both the fafer ^ where we are,

B 2 ThereV
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There’s daggers in mens lmiles; the near in blood.
The nearer bloody.

Mai. This murderous flhaft, that’s fhot.

Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafeft way
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horfe

;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,
But fhift away

; there’s warrant in that theft.

Which Heals itfelf when there’s no mercy left. [Exeunt.

SCENE, the outjide of Macbeth’s Cajile .

Enter Roffe, <with an old Man.
Old Man. Threefcore and ten I can remember well.

Within the volume of which time, I’vefeen

Hours dreadful, and things ftrange ; but this fore night

Hath trifled former knowings.

Rojfc. Ah, good father,

Thou feeft, the Heav’ns, as troubled with man’s a£l.

Threaten this bloody ftage : by th’ clock, ’tis day

;

And yet dark night flrangles the travelling lamp ;

Is’t night’s predominance, or the day’s fhame.

That darknefs does the face of earth intomb.

When living light fhould kifs it?

Old M. ’Tis unnatural,

Even like the Deed that’s done. On Tuefday lafl,

A faulcon, tow’ring in her pride of place.

Was by a mouflng owl hawkt at, and kill’d.

Roffe . And Duncans horfes, (a thing rnofl flrange and

certain
!

)

Beauteous and fwift, the minions of their P.ace,

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their flails, flung out.

Contending ’gainfl obedience, as they would

Make war with man.

OldM. ’Tis faid, they eat each other.
1

RoJJe. They did fo ; to the amazement of mine eyes.

That look’d upon’t.

Enter Macduff.

Here comes the good Macduff.

How goes the world, Sir, now ?

Macd. Why, fee you not ?

Roffe. Is’t known, who did this more than bloody Deed?

Macd. Thofe, that Macbeth hath flain,

Roffe,
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Ro/fe, Alas, the day

!

What good could they pretend ?

Macd. They were fuborn’d ;

Malcolm , and Donalbain , the King’s two Sons

Are ftol’n away and fled ; which puts upon them,

Sufpicion of the Deed.

Rojfe . ’Gainft nature ftill

;

Thriftlefs ambition ! that will ravin up
Thine own life’s means,—Then ’tis moft like.

The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth !

Macd. He is already nam’d, and gone to Sconef

To be inverted.

Rojfe. Where is Duncans body ?

Macd. Carried to Colmkill,

The facred ftorehoufe of his PredecefTors,

And guardian of their bones.

Rojfe . Will you to Scone ?

Macd. No, Coufin, I’ll to Fife .

Rojfe. Well, I will thither.

Macd. Well, may you fee things well done there, adieuj

Left our old robes fit ealier than our new

!

Rojfe. Farewel, Father.

Old M. God’s benifon go with you, and with thofe

That would make good of had, and friends of foes.

[Exeunt*

arwwwwww 'wr

ACT III.

SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace .

Enter Banquo.

I

San. npH O U haft it now ; King, Cawdor, Glands , all

JL The weird women promis’d ; and, I fear.

Thou plaid’ft moft foully for’t: yet it was faid.

It fhould not Hand in thy Pofterity

;

But that myfelf fhould be the root, and father

Of many Kings. If there come truth from them,
(As upcn thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches fhine)

B 3 Why,
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Why, by the verities on thee made good.
May they not be my Oracles as well.

And fet me up in hope ? but, hu(h, no more.

Trumpetsfound. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth,
Lenox, RolTe, Lords and Attendants.

Mach. Here’s our chief gueft.

Lady. If he had been forgotten,

It had been as a gap in our great Feaft,

And all things unbecoming.
Mach. To night we hold a folemn fupper. Sir,

And I’ll requeft your prefence.

Ban. Lay your Highnefs’

Command upon me ; to the which, my Duties
Are with a moft indiffoluble tye

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord.

Macb. We lhould have elfe defir’d

Your good advice (which Hill hath been both grave

And profperous) in this day’s Council ; but

We’ll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride ?

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

*Twixtthis and fupper. Go not my Horfe the better.

It mull become a borrower of the night

For a dark hour or twain.

Macb. Fail not our feaft.

Ban. My lord, I will not.

Macb . We hear, our bloody Coufins are bellow’d

In England and in Ireland; not confefiing

Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers

With llrange invention; but of that to -morrow

;

When wherewithal we fhall have caufe of State,

Craving us jointly. Hie, to horfe : adieu.

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord; our time does call upon us;

Macb. I vvilh your horfes fwift, and fure of foot

;

And fo I do commend you to their backs,

Farewel. [Exit Banquo.

Let ev’ry man be mailer of his time

’Till feven at night, to make fociety

The
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Tire Tweeter welcome, we will keep our felf

’Till fupper time alone: till then. God be with you.

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords •

Manent Macbeth, and afewant.
Sirrah, a word with you: attend thofe men
Our pleafure ?

Ser. They are, my lord, without the Palace-gate.

Macb. Bring them before us— To be thus, is no-

thing
;

[Exit Servant.

But to be fafely thus. Our fears in Banquo

Stick deep ; and in his Royalty of Nature
Reigns That, which would be fear’d . ’Tis much he dares.

And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind.

He hath a wifdom that doth guide his valour

To a6l in fafety. There is none but he,

Whofe being I do fear : and under him.

My Genius is rebuk’d ; as it is faid,

Anthony's was by C<efar. He chid the Sifters,

When firft they put the name of King upon me,
And bade them fpeak to him ; then, Prophet like.

They hail’d him father to a line of Kings.

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitlefs Crown,
And put a barren Scepter in my gripe.

Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand.

No Ton of mine fucceeding. If ’tis fo.

For Banquo' s iftue have I fil’d my mind :

For them, the gracious Duncan have I murder’d

:

Put rancours in the veftel of my Peace
Only for them: and mine eternal jewel

Giv’n to the common enemy of man.
To make them Kings : the Seed of Banquo Kings :

Rather than fo, come fate into the lift.

And champion me to the utterance ! who’s there ?

Enter Servant
, and tvjo Mtyferers. ^

Go to the door, and ftay there, *tiH we call.

[Exit Servant .

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ?

Mur. It was, fo pleafe your Highnefs.
Macb. Well then, now

You have confider’d of my fpeeches ? know.
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you

B 4 So
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So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been
Our innocent felf ; this I made good to you
In our laft confrence, paft in probation with you :

How you were borne in hand, how croft ; the inftruments.

Who wrought with them : and all things elfe, that might
To half a foul, and to a notion craz’d,

Say, Thus did Banquo.

i Mur. True, you made it known.
Macb. I did fo; and went further, which is now

Our point of fecond meeting. Do you find

Your patience fo predominant in your Nature,

That you can let this go ? are youfo gofpell’d.

To pray for this good man, and for his iffue,

Whofe heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave,

Aud beggar’d yours for ever?

1 Mur. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men,

As hounds, and grey-hounds, mungrels, fpaniels, curs,

Shovvghes, water-rugs, and demy-wolves are clep’d

All by the name of dogs ; the valued file

Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle,

The houfe- keeper, the hunter, every one

According to the gift which bounteous Nature

Hath in him clos’d; whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the bill

That writes them all alike: and fo of men.
Now, ifyou have a ftation in the file,

And not in the worft rank of manhood, fay it:

And I will put that bufinefs in your bofoms,

Whofe execution takes your enemy off

;

Grapples you to the heart and love of us,

Who wear our health but fickly in his life,

Which in his death were perfett.

2 Mur . I am one.

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world.

Have fo incens’d, that I am recklefs what

Ido, to fpite the world.

i Mur. And I another,

So weary with difafters, tugg’d with fortune,

That I would fet my life on any chance.

To mend it, or be rid on’t.
Macb.
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Macb. Both of you

Know Banquo was your enemy.
Mur. True, my lord.

Macb. So is he mine : and in fuch bloody diftance,

That every minute ofhis being thrufts

Againft my near’ft of life ; and though I could

With bare -fac’d Power fweep him from my fight.

And bid my Will avouch it
;
yet I mult not.

For certain friends that are both his and mine,
Whofe loves I may not drop ; but wail his Fall,

Whom I rnyfelf ftruck down : and thence it is.

That I to your afliftance do make love,

Malking the bufinefs from the common eye

For fundry weighty reafons.

2 Mur. Wefhall, my lord.

Perform what you command us.

1 Mur. Though our lives —
MacL Your fpirits fhine through you. In this hour,

at moil:,

I will advife you where to plant yourfelves ;

Acquaint you with the perfedt fpy o’ th’ time.

The moment on’t
;

(for’t muft be done to-night.

And fomething from the Palace : always thought.

That I require a Clearnefs
: )

and with him,
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the Work)
Flea?ice his fon, that keeps him company,
(Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me.
Than is his father’s) muft embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Refolve yourfelves apart.

I’ll come to you anon.

Mur . We are refolv’d, my lord.

Macb . I’ll call upon you ftraight; abide within.

[Exeunt Murderers*

It is concluded ; Banquo , thy Soul’s flight.

If it find heav’n, muft find it out to-night.

SCENE, another Apartment in the Palace .

Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant,

Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ?

Serv. Ay, Madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leifure

B 5 For
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M

acbeth.
For a few words.

Ser<v. Madam, I will. [Exit.

Lady. Nought’s had, all’s fpent.

Where our defire is got without confent

:

’Tis fafer to be That which we deftroy,

Than by deftru&ion dwell in doubtful joy.

/ Enter Macbeth.
How now, my lord, why do you keep alone ?

Of forrieft fancies your companions making,
Ufing thofe thoughts, which fhould indeed have dy’d

With them they think on ? things without all remedy
Should be without regard ; what’s done, is done.

Mach. We have fcotch’d the fnake, not kill’d it—

—

She’ll clofe and be herfelf ; whilft our poor malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fuffer.

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep

In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams,
That fhake us nightly. Better be with the Dead,
(Whom, we to gain our Place, have fentto Peace,)

Than on the torture ofthe mind to lie

In reftlefs ecftafy. Duncan is in his grave

;

After live’s fitful fever, he fleeps well

;

Treafon has done his word: ; nor fteel, nor poifen.

Malice domeftick, foreign levy, nothing

Can touch him further!

Lady. Come on;
Gentle, my lord, fleck o'er your rugged looks

:

Be bright, and jovial, ’mong your guefts to-night.

Macb. So {hall I, love ; and fo, I pray, be you

:

Let your remembrance dill apply to Banquo ,

Prefent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue

:

Hnfafe the while, that we muft lave our honours

fn thefe fo flatt’ring dreams, and make our faces

Vizards t’ our hearts, difguifmg what they are !
— —

Lady . You muft leave this.

Macb. O, full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wife !

Thou know’ll, that Banquo ,
and his Fleance lives.

Lady . But in them, Nature’s copy's not eternal.

Macb . There’s comfort yet, they are available

:

Then be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown
Hi*
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His cloyfter’d flight, ere to black Hecat's fummons
The (hard-born beetle with his drowfy hums
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there (hall be done
A Deed ofdreadful note.

Lady . What's to be done?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft chuck.

Till thou applaud the Deed : come, feeling Night,

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day,

And with thy bloody and inviflble hand
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond.

Which keeps me pale ! Light thickens, and the Crow
Makes wing to th’ rooky wood:
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze.

While night’s black agents to their pray do rowze.

Thou marvell’fl at my words; but hold thee ftill

;

Things, bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by 111 :

So, pr’ythee, go with me. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Park ; the Cajlle at a dijiance .

Enter three Murderers

.

1 Mur . But who bid thee join with us ?

3 Mur. Macbeth .

2 Mur. He needs not our Miftruft, fince he delivers

Our offices, and what we have to do.

To the direction juft.

1 Mur. Then ftand with us.

The weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks ofday:
Now fpurs the lated traveller apace,

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches

The fubjedl of our watch.

3 Mur. Hark, I hear horfes.

Banquo within . Give us light there, ho

!

2 Mur . Then it is he; the reft,

That are within the note of expe&ation.

Already are i’ th’ Court.

1 Mur. His horfes go about.

3 Mur. Almoft a mile : but he does ufually,

(So all men do,) from hence to th’ Palace gate

Make it their Walk.
Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch .

z Mur. A light, a light.

2 3 Mur*



36 The Tragedy c/Macbeth.
3 Mur. 'Tishe.

l Mur. Stand to't.

Ban. It will be rain to-night.

I Mur. Let it come down.
[
They ajjault Banquo.

Ban. Oh, treachery!

Fly, Flea?ice ; fly, fly, fly,

Thou may'll revenge. Oh flave! {Dies. Fleance efcapes.

3 Mur. Who did ftrike out the light ?

1 Mur. Was ’t not the way ?

3 Mur. There's but one down ; the Ton

Is fled.

2 Mur. We've loft beft halfof our affair.

1 Mur. Well, let's away, and fay how much is done.

(
Exeunt .

SCENE changes to a Room offlate in the Cajile

.

A Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth, Lady
, Rofie,

Lenox, Lords , and Attendants.

Mach. You know your own degrees, fit down:
And firft and laft, the hearty welcome.

Lord. Thanks to your Majefty.

Mach. Ourfelf will mingle with fociety.

And play the humble Hoft :

Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in beft time

We will require her welcome. [They Jit.

Lady. Pronounce it for me. Sir, to all our friends.

For my heart fpeaks, they’re welcome.

Enter jirjl Murderer.

Mach. See, they encounter thee with their hearts 'thanks.

Both fides are even : here 1 11 fit i' th’ midft;

Be large in mirth, anon well drink a meafure

The table round There’s blood upon thy face.

[To the Mur. ajide, at the door.

Mur. *Tis Banquo' s then.

Mach. 'Tis better thee without, than he within.

Is he difpatch'd ?

Mur. My4

Lord, his throat is cut That I did for him.

Mach. Thou art the beft of cut-throats
;
yet he’s good

That did the like for Fleance : if thou didIt it.

Thou art the non-pareil.

Mur. Moft royal Sir,

Fleance is'fcap’d.

Mach.
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Macb.Then comes my Fit again: I had elfe been perfett.

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ;

As broad and gen’ral, as the cafing air :

But now Pm cabbin'd, cribb’d, confin’d, bound in

To faucy Doubts and Fears. But Banquo's fafe——
Mur. Ay, my good lord : fafe in a ditch he bides.

With twenty trenched gafhes on his head

;

The lead a death to Nature.

Macb, Thanks for that

;

There the grown ferpent lies : the worm that’s fled.

Hath Nature that in time will venom breed,

No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee gone, to-morrow

We’ll hear’t ourfelves again* [Exit MurdercK
Lady, My royal lord.

You do not give the cheer ; the feaft is fold.

That is not often vouched, while ’tis making ;

’Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were beft at home;
From thence, the fauce to meat is ceremony ;

Meeting were bare without it.

[The Ghoft of Banquo rifes, andfits in Macbeth's place*

Macb. Sweet remembrancer !

Now good digeftion wait on appetite.

And health on both !

Len . May’t pleafe your Hignefs fit?

-Macb. Here had we now our Country’s Honour roof’d.

Were the grac’d perfon of our Banquo prefent. —

—

(Whom may I rather challenge for unkindnefs.

Than pity for mifchance !)

Rofie. His abfence, Sir,

Lays blame upon his promife. Pleafe’t your Highnefs
To grace us with your royal company ?

Macb. The table’s full. [Starting*

Len. Here’s a place referv’d, Sir.

Macb. Where ?

Len. Here, my good lord.

I

What is’t that moves your Highnefs ?

Mach. Which of you have done this ?

Lords. What, my good lord ?

Macb. Thou can’ll not fay, I did it : never (hake
Thy goary locks at me.

Rqfie. Gentlemen, rife , his Highnefs is not well.

Lady#
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Lady . Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus.

And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep feat.

The Fit is momentary, on a thought

He will again be well. If much you note him.

You fhall offend him, and extend his paffion;

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ?

[To Macb. ajide.

Mach . Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on That,
Which might appall the Devil.

Lady. O proper fluff!

This is the very Painting of your fear
; [Ajide.

This is the air-drawn dagger, which you faid.

Led you to Duncan. Oh, thefe flaws and flarts

(Impoflures to true fear,) would well become
A woman’s ilory at a winter’s fire.

Authoriz’d by her grandam. Shame itfelf !

Why do you make fuch faces ? when all’s done.

You look but on a flool.

Macb. Pr’ythee, fee there !

Behold ! look ! lo ! how fay you ? [Pointing to the Ghojl.

Why, what care I ! ifthou canfl nod, fpeak too.

If Charnel-houfes and our Graves mull fend

Thofe that we bury, back ; our Monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. [The Ghojl 'vanijhes .

Lady. What ? quite unmann’d in folly ?

Macb. If I Hand here, I faw him

Lady. Fie for fhame !

Mach. Blood hath been fhed ere now, i’ th’ olden time.

Ere human Statute purg’d the general weal

;

Ay, and fince too. Murders have been perform’d

Too terrible for th’ ear : the times have been,

That, when the brains were out, the man would die.

And there an end ; but now they rife again

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,

And pufh us from our flools ; this is more flrange

Than fuch a murder is.

Lady. My worthy lord.

Your noble friends do lack you.

Macb. I do forget.

Do not mufe at me, my moil worthy friends.

I have a flrange infirmity, which is nothing
To
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To thofe that know me. Come, Love and health to all

!

Then I’ll fit down
:
give me fome wine, fill full——*

I drink to th’ general joy of the whole table,

And to our dear friend Banquo , whom we mifs ;

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirft.

And all to all.

Lords . Our Duties, and the Pledge.

[The Ghojl rifes again.

Macb . Avaunt, and quit my fight ! let the earth hide

thee

!

Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold $

Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eyes.

Which thou doft glare with.

Lady . Think of this, good Peers,

But as a thing of cuftom ; ’tis no other;

Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time.

Macb. What man dare, I dare

:

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear.

The arm’d rhinoceros or Hyrcantan tyger.

Take any fhape but That, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again.

And dare me to the Defart with thy fword ;

If trembling I inhibit, then proteft me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible fhadow !

Unreal mock’ry, hence ! Why, fo, being gone,

[The Ghofi fvani/hesi

I am a man again
:
pray you, fit ftill. [The Lords rije .

Lady . You have difplac’d the mirth, broke the good
Meeting

With moft admir’d diforder.

Macb . Can fuch things be,

And overcome us like a Summer’s cloud,

Without our fpecial wonder ? You make me ftrange

Ev’n to the difpofition that I owe.
When now I think, you can behold fuch fights ;

And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks,
When mine is blanch’d with fear.

Roffie. What lights, my lord ?

Lady . I pray you, fpeak not ; he grows worfe aad
worfe

;

Queftion enrages him : at once, good-night.

Stand
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Stand not upon the Order of your Going.
But go at once.

Len . Good-night, and better health

Attend his Majefty !

Lady . Good night, to all.
[Exeunt Lords.

Macb. It will have blood, they fay; blood will have
blood:

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak;
Augurs, that underftood relations, have

By magpies, and by coughs, and rooks brought foith

The fecret’ft men of blood. What is the night ?

Lady . Almoft at odds with morning, which is which.

Macb . How fay’ft thou, that Macduff denies his perfon.

At our great bidding ?

Lady . Did you fend to him. Sir ?

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will fend :

There's not a Thane of them but in his houfe

I keep a fervant fee’d. I will to-morrow

(Betimes I will) unto the weird lifters :

More fhall they fpeak ; for no\y I’m bent to know.

By the worft means, the worft for mine own good.

All caufes fhall give way : I am in blood

Slept in fo far, that, ihould I wade no more.

Returning were as tedious as go o’er :

Strange things I have in head that will to hand

;

Which muft be a£ted, ere they may be fcan’d.

Lady . You lack the Seafon of all Nature’s Sleep.

Macb. Come, we’ll to fleep ; my ftrange and felf-abufe

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe :

We’re yet but young in Deed.
[
Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Heath .

thunder . Enter the three Witches
,
meeting Hecate,

i Witch . Why, how now, Hecate

?

you look angerly.

Hec. Have I not reafon, Beldams, as you are ?

Saucy and over-bold ! how did you dare

To trade and traffick with Macbeth,

In riddles and affairs of death ?

And I the miftrefs of your Charms,

The clofe contriver of all harms,
Was
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Was n^ver call’d to bear my part.

Or ihew the glory of our Art ?

And, which is worfe, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward fon ;

Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do.

Loves for his own ends, not for you.
But make amends now; get you gone.

And at the pit of Acheron

Meet me i’ th
1

morning : thither he
Will come, to know his deftiny

;

Your veflels and your fpells provide.

Your Charms, and every thing befide.

I am for th’ Air : this night I’ll fpend

Unto a difmal fatal end.

Great bufmefs mud be wrought ere noon

;

Upon the corner of the Moon
There hangs a vap’rous drop profound ;

I’ll catch it ere it come to ground

;

And That diftill’d by magick flights.

Shall raife fuch artificial fprights.

As, by theftrength of their illufion.

Shall draw him on to his confuflon.

He fliall fpurn fate, fcorn death, and bear

His hopes ’bove wifdom, grace and fear

:

And you all know, fecurity

Is mortals chiefeft enemy. [Mufick and a Song.

Hark, I am call’d ; my little fpirit, fee.

Sits in the foggy cloud, and flays far me.
[Sing within. Come away

,
come away, &C.

I Witch.Come,let’s makehafte,ftie’ll foon beback again.

[
Exeunt .

SCENE changes to a chatnher .

E?iter Lenox and another Lord.

hen. My former fpeeches have but hit your thoughts,

Which can interpret farther : only, I fay,

Things have been flrangely borne. The gracious Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth—marry he was dead:

—

And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late.

"Whom you may fay, if’t pleafe you, Fleance kill’d.

For Fleance fled : men mutt not walk too late.

Who
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WJio cannot want the thought, how monftrous too

It was for Malcolm , and for Donalbain

To kill their gracious father ? damned fatt !

How did it grieve Macbeth ? did he not flraight

In pious rage the two delinquents tear,

That were the {laves of drink, and thralls of fleep ?

Was not that nobly done ? ay, wifely too ;

For ’twould have anger’d any heart alive

To hear the men deny’t. So that I fay.

He has born all things well ; and I do think.

That had he Duncan' s fons under his key,

(As, an’t pleafe heav’n, he {hall not ;) they Ihould find

What ’twere to kill a father : fo fnould Fleance.

But peace ! for from broad words, and ’caufe he fail’d

His prefence at the tyrant’s feaft, I hear

MacduffX\vz% in diigrace. Sir, can you tell

Where he beftows himfelf i

Lord. The Son of Duncan ,

From whom this tyrant holds the due of Birth,

Lives in the Englijh Court; and is receiv’d

Of the moll pious Edward, with fuch grace.

That the malevolence of fortune nothing

Takes from his high refpett. Thither Macduff
Is gone to pray the King upon his aid

To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward

;

That by the help of thefe, (with Him above

To ratify the work,) we may again

Give to our Tables meat, fieep to our nights

;

Free from our feails and banquets bloody knives;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours.

All which we pine for now. And this report

Hath fo exafp’rated their King, that he

Prepares for fome attempt of War.
Len. Sent he to Macduff P

Lord. He did ; and with an abfolute, Sir, net 1,

The cloudy melfenger turns me his back.

And hums ; as who fhould fay, “ you’ll rue the time,
“ That clogs me with this anfwer.”

Len. And that well might

Advife him to a care to hold what diftance

His wifdom can provide. Some holy Angel
Fly
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Fly to the Court of England, and unfold

His meffage ere he come ! that a fwift Bleffing

May foon return to this our fuftering Country,

Under a hand accurs’d !

Lord. I’ll fend my pray’rs with him. [
Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE, a dark Cave ; in the middle a great

Cauldron burning.

\Thunder . Enter the three Witches.

I Witch/ |
^ H RICE the brinded cat hath mew’d.

X 2 Witch. Twice and once the hedge -pig

whin’d^

3 Witch. Harper cries, ’tis time, ’tis time.

1 Witch. Round about the cauldron go.

In the poifon’d entrails throw.

[They march round the Cauldron* and thro*w in the fe<ve«

ral ingredients asfor thepreparation of their Charm .

Toad that under the cold ftone.

Days and nights has, thirty one.

Swelter’d venom fleeping got

;

Boil thou firft i’ th’ charmed pot.

All. Double, double, toil and trouble

;

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

1 Wr

it'ch. Fillet of a fenny fn&ke.

In the cauldron boil and bake

;

Eye of newt, and toe of frog

;

Wool of bat, and tongue ofdog

;

Adder's fork, and blind-worm’s fling.

Lizard’s leg, and Owlet’s wing

:

For a charm of pow’rful trouble.

Like a hell- broth, boil and bubble.

All. Double, double, toil and trouble*

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf.

Witches mummy ; maw, and gulf

Of



44 *The Tragedy c/Macbeth;
Of the ravening fait fea-fhark ;

Hoot of hemlock, digg’d i’ th’ dark

;

Liver ofblafpheming Jew :

Gall of goat, and flips of yew,
Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipfe ;

Nofe of Turk
, and Tartars lips ;

Finger of birth- ftrangled babe,
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab ; . 1
Make the gruel thick, and flab. S

Add thereto a tyger’s chawdron.
For the ingredients of our cauldron.

AU. Double, double, toil and trouble,*

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
2 Witch . Cool it with a baboon’s blood.

Then the Charm is firm and good.
Enter Hecate and other three Witches .

Hec. Oh I well done ! I commend your pains,
And every one fhall fhare i’ th’ gains.

And now about the cauldron flng, _

Like elves and fairies in a ring, i
Inchanting all that you put in, **

Mufick and a Song.
Blackfpirits and white,

Bluefpirits andgrey9

Mingle, mingle, mingle,

You that mingle may .

2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs
Something wicked this way comes

:

Open locks, whoever knocks.

Enter Macbeth.
Mach. How now, youfecret, black, and midnight hags?

What is’t you do ?

All. A deed without a name.
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profefs,

(How e’er you come to know it) anfwer me.
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight

Againlt the churches ; though the yefty waves
Confound and fwallow Navigation up ;

Though bladed corn be lodg’d, and trees blown down.
Though caftles topple on their warders heads

;

Though palaces and pyramids do flope

Their
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Their heads to their foundations ; though the treafurc
Of nature’s Germins tumble altogether.
Even till deftru&ion ficken : anfwer me
To what I afk you.

^
1 Witch. Speak.

2 Witch . Demand.

3 Witch

.

We’ll anfwer.

1 Witch . Say if th’ hadfl; rather hear it from our
mouths,

Or from our mailers ?

Mach. Call ’em : let me fee ’em..
1 Witch. Pour in low’s blood, that hath eaten

Her nine farrow
;
greafe, that’s fweaten

From the murd’rers gibbet, throw
Into the flame.

All. Come high or low

:

1 hyfelf and office deftly ihow.
{'Thunder,

Apparition ofan armed head rife5

.

Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Power —
1 Witch. He knows thy thought

:

Hear his fpeech, but lay thou nought.
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff.Beware the Thane of Fife difmifs me enough!

ThS'h
Wh^'e er

V
h0Uart

' f°r thf g°°<l Cautionfthanlfs!1
, w^ \

arP
H
d m

-V
„
fear anSht - But one word more.—

1 Witch He will not be commanded
; here’s anotherMore potent than the firft. [Tw£

. „„ fPPariti0n ofa bloody childrifes.
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth '

Macb.md I three ears, I’d hear thee.
App. Be bloody, bold, and relolute; laugh to fcornrhe pow r ofman ; for none ofwoman born

bhall harm Macbeth. rn r ,

Mach. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear ofthee *
But yet 1 11 make aflurance double fure
And take a bond of Fate ; thou limit not live.
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies

:

4*ind fleep in fpight of thunder. [Thunderi

Apparition
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Apparition of a Child crowned, with a tree in his

hand, rifes .

What is this.

That rifes like the ifTue of a King,

And wears upon his baby-brow the round

And top of Sovereignty ?

AIL Liflen, but fpeak not.

App . Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care.

Who chafes, who frets, or where confpirers are :

Macbeth fhall never vanquifh’d be, until

Great Bernam wood to Dunfinane's high hill

Shall come againft him. [Defends .

Macb. That will never be :

Who can imprefs the foreft, bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet boadments !
good !

Rebellious Head rife never, till the wood

Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac’d Macbeth

Shall live theleafe ofNature, pay his breath

To time and mortal cuftom ! -Yet my heart

Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your Art

Can tell fo much) fhall Banquo' s iflue ever

Reign in this Kingdom ?

AIL Seek to know no more,

[The cauldron finks into theground.

Macb . I will be fatisfy’d. Deny me this.

And an eternal Curfe fall on you ! let me know.

Why finks that cauldron ? and what noife is this ?

J
[
Hautboys .

1 Witch. Shew

!

2 Witch. Shew !

3 Witch . Shew !

AIL Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart 5

Come like fhadows, fo depart.
#

[Eight Kings appear and pafs over in order, and Van-

quo ; the laft with a glafs in his hand

.

Macb. Thou art too like the fpirit of Banquo ; down .

Thy Crown does fear mine eye-balls.—And thy hair

(Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the nrit

A third is like the former—filthy hags !

Why do ye (hew me this ?—A fourth ?—
i

ftart £>
re *

What ! will the line iiretch out to th’ crack of
,
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Another yet ?—A feventh ! I’ll fee no more

—

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs.

Which fhews me many more ; and fome I fee.

That twofold balls and treble fcepters carry.

Horrible fight ! nay, now I fee, ’tis trues

For the blood-bolter ’d Banquo fmiles upon me.
And points at them for his. What, is this fo?

i Witch . Ay, Sir, all this is fo ? But why
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?

Come, fillers, chear we up his fprights.

And fhew the bed of our delights

;

I’ll charm the Air to give a Sound,

While you perform your antick round

;

That this great King may kindly fay.

Our duties did his welcome pay. [Mu/tck.

[The Witches dance and <vanijh.

Macb. Where are they ? gone ?—Let this pernicious

hour
Stand ay accurfed in the Calendar

!

Come in, without there

!

Enter Lenox.
Len. What’s your Grace’s will?

Macb. Saw you the weird fillers ?

Len. No, my lord,

Macb. Came they not by you ?

Len. No, indeed, my lord.

Macb. Infe&ed be the air whereon they ride,

And damn’d all thofe that trull them ! I did hear
The galloping of horfe. Who was’t came by ?

Len. ’Twas two or three, my lord, that bring you word,
Macduff is fled to England.

Macb. Fled to England ?

Len. Ay, my good lord.

Macb. Time, thou anticipat’d: my dread exploits :

The flighty purpole never is o’ertook,

Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment.
The very firfl'lings of my heart fhall be
The firlilings of my hand. And even now
To crown my thoughts with acls, be’t thought and done ?

The caftle of Macduff I will furprife,

"'Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o’ th’ fword

His
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His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls

That trace him in his line. No boafting like a fool,

This deed I’ll do before this purpofe cool.

But no more fights. Where are thefe gentlemen ?

Come, bring me, where they are. [
Exeunt

SCENE changes to Macduff’s Cajlle at Fife.

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son
,
and Rofle.

L. Macd. What had he done to make him fly the.

Land ?

RoJJe. You mufthave patience, Madam.
L. Macd. He had none

;

His flight was madnefs ; when our a&ions do not.

Our fears do make us traitors.

RoJJe. You know not,

Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear.

L. Macd. Wifdom ? to leave his wife, to leave his babes,

His manfion, and his titles, in a place

From whence himfelf does fly ? he loves us not.

He wants the nat’ral touch ; for the poor wren.
The moll diminutive of birds, will fight.

Her young ones in her neft, againft the owl

:

All is the fear, and nothing is the love

;

As litdeis the wifdom where the flight

So runs againfl all reafon.

RoJJe. My Deareft Coufin,

I pray you fchool yourfelf ;
but for your hufband,

He’s noble, wife, judicious, and heft knows
The fits o’ th’ feafon. I dare not fpeak much farther.

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors.

And do not know ourfelves : when we hold rumour
From what w'e fear, yet know not what we fear ;

But float upon a wild and violent fea

Each way, and move. I take my leave of you ;

Shall not be long but I’ll be here again :

Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward
To what they were before : My pretty Coufin,

Blefling upon you

!

L. Macd. Father’d he is, and yet he’s fatherlefs.

RoJJe. I am fo much a. fool, fhould I flay longer,

2 It
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It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort.

I take my leave at once. [Exit Roffe*

L . Macd. Sirrah, your father’s dead,

And what will you do now ? how will you live ?

Son. As birds do, Mother.

L. M. What, on Worms and Flies

!

Son. On what I get, I mean, and fo do they.

L. M. Poor bird ! Thou’dd never fear the net, nor lime.

The pit-fall, nor the gin.

Son. Why fhould I, Mother ? poor birds they are not

fet for.

My father is not dead, for. all your Saying.

L . M. Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do for a
father ?

Son . Nay, how will you do for a hufband?

L. M. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market.
Son . Then you’ll buy ’em to fell again.

L. M. Thou fpeak’d with all thy wit, and yet,

i’faith,

With wit enough for thee.

Son . Was my father a traitor, mother ?

L. M. Ay, that he was.
Son. What is a traitor ?

L. M. Why, one that fwears and lies.

Son. And be all traitors, that do fo ?

L. Macd. Every one, that does fo, is a traitor, and
mull be hang’d.

Son. And muft they all be hang’d, that fwear and lie ?

L. Macd. Every one.

Son. Who mult hang them ?

L. Macd. Why, the honed men.
Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools ; for there

are liars and fwearers enow to beat the honelt men, and
hang up them.

L. Macd. God help thee, poor monkey ! but how
wilt thou do for a father ?

Son . If he were dead, you’d weep for him : if you
would not, it were a good fign that I lhould quickly have
a new father.

L. Macd. Poor pratler ! how thou talk’d ?

C Enter
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Enter a Meffenger

.

Mef. Blefs you, fair dame ! 1 am not to you known.
Though in your flate of honour I am perfedl

;

I doubt, fome danger does approach you nearly.

If you will take a homely man’s advice,

Be not found here ; hence with your little ones.

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too favage ;

To do worfe to you were fell cruelty.

Which is too nigh your perfon. Heav’n preferve you !

I dare abide no longer. [Exit Meffenger.

L. M. Whither fhould I fly ?

I’ve done no harm. But I remember now,
I’m in this earthly world, where to do harm
Is often laudable ; to do good, fometime
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then, alas

!

Do I put up that womanly defence,

To fay, I’d done no harm ? what are thefe faces ?

Enter Murderers.

Mur. Where is your hulhand ?

L. Macd. I hope in no place fo unfan&ified.

Where fuch as thou may ’ll; find him.

Mur. He’s a traitor.

Son. Thou ly’ft, thou fhag -ear’d villain.

Mur. What, you egg ? [Stabbing him .

Young fry of treachery ?

Son. He’as kill’d me, mother,

Run away, pray you.

[Exit L. Macduff, crying Murder ; Murderers furfue her.

SCENE changes to the King of England’/ Palace

.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.

Mai. Let us foek out fome defolate fhade, and there

Weep our fad bofoms empty.

Macd. Let us rather

Hold fad; the mortal fword ; and, like good men,

Beftride our downfal birth-doom : each new morn.

New widows howl, *iew orphans cry ; new forrows

Strike heaven on the face, that it refounds

As it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out

Like fyilables of dolour.

Mai. What I believe, IT1 wail

;

Whac
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What know, believe ; and what I can redrefs.

As I fhall find the time to friend, I will.

What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance

;

This tyrant, whofe foie name blitters our tongues.

Was once thought honeft
:
you have lov’d him well.

He hath not touch’d you yet. I’m young; butfome«
thing

You may deferve of him through me, and wifdom
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb ;

T’ appeafe an angry God. ,

Macd. I am not treacherous,

Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil

In an imperial Charge. I crave your pardon

:

That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ;

Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell

:

Though all things foul would wear the brow's of grace.
Yet grace mutt ttill look fo.

Macd. I’ve lott my hopes.

Mai. Perchance, e’en there, where I did find my doubts.

Why in that rawnefs left you wife and children ?

Thofe precious motives, thole ttrong knots of love.

Without leave-taking ? 1 pray you.

Let not my jealoufies be your difhonours.

But mine own fafeties
:
you may be rightly juft.

Whatever I fhall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country !

Great Tyranny, lay thou thyBafis fure,

For goodnefs dares not check thee! Wear thou thywrongs.
His title is affear’d. Fare thee well, lord

:

I would not be the villain that thou think’tt.

For the whole fpace that’s in the tyrant’s grafp.

And the rich eaft to boot

.

Mai. Be not offended

;

I fpeak not as in abfolute fear of you.
I think our Country finks beneath the yoak ;

It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gafh
Is added to her wounds. I think withal.

There would be hands up-lifted in my Right

:

And here from gracious England have I Offer
Of goodly thoulands. But for all this,

C a Whm
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When I fhall tread upon the Tyrant's head.

Or wear it on my fword, yet my poor Country
Shall have more vices than it had before ;

More fuffer, and more fundry ways than ever,

By him that fhall fucceed.

Macd. What fhould he be ?

MaL It is myfelf I mean, in whom I know
All the particulars of vice fo grafted.

That when they fhall be open'd, black Macbeth

Will feem as pure as Snow, and the poor State

Efteem him as a lamb, being compar'd
With my confinelefs harms.

Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell can come a Devil more damn'd.
In Evils to top Macbeth.

MaL I grant him bloody,

Luxurious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful.

Sudden, malicious, fmacking of ev’ry fin

That has a name. But there's no bottom, none.

In my voluptuoufnefs
:
your wives, your daughters.

Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up
The cittern of my lutt ; and my defire

All continent impediments would o'er-bear.

That did oppofe my will. Better Macbethy

Than fuch an one to reign.

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been

Th' untimely emptying of the happy Throne,

And fall ofmany Kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours
:
you may

Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty,

And yet feem cold, the time you may fo hoodwink

;

We've willing Dames enough ; there cannot be

That Vulture in you to devour fo many.

As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves.

Finding it fo inclin’d.

Mai. With this, there grows,

In my moft ill*compos’d affe&ion , fuch

A ttaunchlefs Avarice, that, were I King,

I fhould cut off the Nobles for their lands

;

Defire his jew els, and this other's houfe

;

3
And
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And my more-having would be as a fauce

To make me hunger more ; that I lhould forge

Quarrels unjuft againft the good and loyal,

Deftroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper
;
grows with more pernicious root

Than fummer-teeming luft ; and it hath been
The fword of our flain Kings

;
yet do not fear ;

Scotland hath foyfonsto fill up your will

Of your mere own. All thefe are portable.

With other graces weigh’d.

Mai. But I have none ; the King-becoming graces,

As juftice, verity, temp’rance, ftablenefs.

Bounty, perfev’rance, mercy, lowlinefs,

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relifh ofthem ; but abound
In the divifion of each feveral crime,

ACting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I fhould

Pour the fweet milk of Concord into Hell,

Uproar the univerfal peace, confound
All unity on earth.

Macd. Oh Scotland ! Scotland/

Mai. If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak

:

I’m as I have fpoken.

Macd. Fit to govern ?

No, not to live. Oh, nation miferable,

With an untided tyrant, bloody-fceptred

!

When fhalt thou fee thy wholefome days agaioj^ •

Since that the trueft iftue of thy Thronfc

By his own interdiction ftands accurft,

And does blafpheme his Breed. Thy royal father

Was a moll fainted King ; the Queen that bore thee,

Oftner upon her knees than on her feet,

Dy’d every day fhe liv’d. Oh ! fare thee well 1

Thefe evils, thou repeat’d upon thyfelf,

Have banifh’d me from Scotland . Oh, my bread {

Thy hope ends here.

Mai. Macduff,,
this noble Paffion,

«

Child of integrity, hath from my foul

Wip’d the black icruples ; reconcil’d my thoughts

T° thy good truth and honour. Devilifh Macbeth,

C J By
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By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me
Into his pow’r : and moded wifdom plucks me
From over-credulous hade; But God above
Deal between thee and me ! for even now
I put myfelf to thy direction, and
Unfpeak mine own detraction ; here abjure

The taints and blames I laid upon my felf,

For Grangers to my nature. I am yet

Unknown to woman, never was forfworn.

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own.
At no time broke my faith, would not betray

The devil to his fellow, and delight

No lefs in truth than life : my firdfalfe fpeaking

Was this upon myfelf. What I am truly.

Is thine, and my poor Country’s to command

:

Whither, indeed, before thy here -approach,

Old Sward with ten thoufand warlike men.
All ready at a point, was fetting forth.

Now we’ll together, and the chance of goodnefs

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you filent ?

Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once,
5

Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a Doflor.

Mai. Well; more anon. Comes the King forth I

pray you ?

DoSt. Ay, Sir ; there are a crew ofwretched Souls,

That day his Cure ; their malady convinces

The great aday of Art. But, at his Touch,

Such fanClity hath heav’n given his hand.

They prefently amend. [Exit,

Mai. I thank you, DoClor.

Macd. What’s the Difeafe he means?

Mai. ’Tis call’d the Evil

;

A mod miraculous work in this good King,

Which often fince my here-remain in England

I’ve feenhim do. How he follicits heav’n,

Himfelf bed knows ; but drangely-vifited people,

All fwoln and ulc’rous, pitiful to the eye,

The mere defpair of furgery, he cures

;

Hanging a golden damp upon their necks,
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Put on with holy prayers : and ’tis fpoken.

To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves

The healing Benedi&ion. With this ftrange Virtue,

Pie hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy

;

And fundry blelfmgs hang about his Throne,
That fpeak him full of grace.

Enter Rofle.

Macd. See, who comes here !

Mai. My country-man ; but yet I know him not,

Macd. My ever gentle Coufin, welcome hither.

Mai. I know him now. Gopd God betimes remove
The means that makes us Grangers !

Roffe. Sir, Amen .

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ?

Roffe . Alas, poor Country,

Almoft afraid to know it felf. It cannot

Be call’d our Mother, but our Grave ; where nothing,

But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile :

Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that rend the air,

^Are made, not mark’d ; where violent forrow feems

A modern ecftafie: the dead-man’s Knell
Is there fcarce afk’d, for whom : and good mens lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps ;

Dying, or e’er they ficken.

Macd. Oh, relation

Too nice, and yet too true !

Mai. What’s the neweft grief?

Roffe. That of an hour’s age doth hifs the fpeaker.

Each minute teems a new one.

Macd How does my wife ?

Roffe. Why, well

Macd. And all my children ?

Roffe. Well too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their peace ?

Roffe . No ; they were all at peace, when I did leave

’em.

Macd. Be not a niggard of y our fpeech : how goes it l

.

Roffe. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings.

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows that were out,

Which was to my belief witnefs’d the rather,

C 4 For
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For that I faw the Tyrant’s Power a- foot

:

Now is the time of help
;
your eye in Scotland

Would create Soldiers, and make women light,

To doff their dire didrelfes.

Mai. Be it their comfort
We’re coming hither

:
gracious England hnxh

Lent us good Steward and ten thoufand men :

A n older, and a better foldier, none
That Chridendom gives out.

RoJJe. ’Would, I could anfwer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words,
That would be howl’d out in the defart air.

Where hearing fhould not catch them.
Macd. What concern they ?

The gen’ral Caufe ? or is it a fee-grief.

Due to fome fingle bread ?

RoJJe. No mind, that’s honed,
But in it lhares fome woe ; tho’ the main part

Pertains to you alone.

Macd. Jf it be mine.

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Rcffe. Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever.

Which fhall poflefs them with the heavied Sound,
That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Hum ! I guefs at it.

RoJJe. Your Cadle is furpriz’d, your wife and babes

Savagely llaughter’d ; to relate the manner,

Were on the quarry of thefe murder’d deer

To add the death of you.

MaL Merciful heav’n !

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your Brows

;

Give forrow words ; the grief, that does not fpeak,

Whifpers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My children too !

RoJJe, Wife, children, fervants, all that could be found.

Macd. And I mud be from thence, my wife kill’d too !

RoJJe. I’ve faid.

Mai. Be comforted.

Let’s make us med’cines of our great Revenge,

To cure this deadly grief.

Macd.
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Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones fr

Did you fay all ? what all ? oh, hell- kite ! all ?

What all my pretty chickens, and their dam,
At one fell fwoop ?

Mai. Difpute it like a man.
Macd. I fhall do fo :

But I mull alfo feel it as a man.
I cannot but remember fuch things were.

That were moft precious to me : did heav’n look on.

And would not take their part ? finful Macduff.

They were all ftruck for thee ! naught that I am.
Not for their own demerits, but for mine.

Fell Slaughter on their fouls : heav’n reft them now f

Mai. Be this the whetftone of your fword, let grief

Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it.

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes.

And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav’n !

Cut fhort all intermifiion : front to front.

Bring thou this fend of Scotland and my felf ;

Within my fword’s length fet him, if he ’fcape.

Then heav’n forgive him too !

Mai. This tune goes manly :

Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready ;

Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers above
Put on their inftruments. Receive what cheer you may;
The night is long, that never finds the day. [Exeunt.

A C T V.

SCENE, An Anti-chamber in Macbeth’s Cajlle*

Enter a Doftor of Phyfck, and a Gentlewoman.

DoftlY HAVE two nights watch’d with you, but can

JL perceive no truth in your report. When was it

(he laft walk’d ?

Gent. Since his Majefty went into the field, I have feen
her rife from her bed, throw her night gown upon her,

C 5 unlock
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unlock her clofet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon't,
read it, afterwards feal it, and again return to bed; yet
all this while in a mod fad deep.

DoSi. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive at once
the benefit of deep, and do the eife&s of watching. In
this flumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other
a&ual performances, what (at any time) have you heard
her fay ?

Gent . That, Sir, which I will not report after her.

Doft. You may to me, and ’tis moil meet you fhould.

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no witnefs
to confirm my fpeech.

Enter Lady Macbeth with a taper

,

Lo, you ! here fhe comes : this is her very guife, and,
upon my life, faft aileep ; obferve her, fland ciofe.

DoSl. How came fhe by that light ?

Gent. Why it flood by her; fhe has light by her con-
tinually, ’tis her command.
Dod. You fee, her eyes are open.
Gent. Ay, but fheir ienfe is fnut.

Dcd. What is it fhe does now ? look, how fhe rubs her
hands.

Gent. It is an accuflom’d aftion with her to feem thus

wafhing her hands : I have known her continue in this a

quarter of an hour.

Lady. Yet here’s a fpot.

Doft. Hark, fhe fpeaks. I will fet down what comes
from her, to fatisfy my remembrance the more ftrongly.

Lady. Out! damned fpot; out, J fay one; two;
why then 'tis time to do’t hell is murky. Fy, my
lord, fy, a foldier, and afraid ? what need we fear who
knows it, when none can call our power to account ?

—

yet who would have thought the old man to have had
lo much blood in him ?

Deft. Do you mark that ?

Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife : where is fhe now7 ?

what, will thele hands ne’er be clean : no more o’

that, my lord, no more o’ that: you marr all with this

Starting.

Dod. Go to, go to ;
you have known what you.

feould ECU
Gent ,
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Gent. She has fpoke what Ihe fhould not, I am lure

of that: heav’n knows what fhe has known.

Lady. Here's the fmell of the blood ftill : all tne

perfumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand.

Oh! oh! ho!
, , ,,

. Do£l. What a figh is there ? the heart is forely charg d„

Gent. I would not have fuch a heart in my bofom.

For the dignity of the whole body.

Doel. Well, well, well

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir.

Do8. This difeafe is beyond my praftife : yet I have

known thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who have

died holily in their beds.
.

Lady. Wafh your hands, put on your night gown,

look not fo pale 1 tell you yet again, Ban^uo a

buried; he cannot come out ofhis Grave.

DoSi. Even fo ?
t . » .

Lady. To bed, to bed; there’s knocking at theater

come, come, come, come, give me your hand: wnat a

done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed.

[
Exit Lady .

DoSl. Will fhe go now to bed l

Gent. Direftly.
, t , ,

DoSi

.

Foul whifp’rings are abroad ;
unnat ral deeds

Do breed unnatural troubles. Infe&ed minds

To their deaf pillows will difcharge their Secrets.

More needs fhe the Divine, than the Phyfician.

God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her.

Remove from her the means of all annoyance.

And ftill keep eyes upon her ; fo, good night.

My mind fhe’as mated, and amaz d my fight.

I think, but dare not fpeak,

Gent. Good-night, goodDo&or.

SCENE changes to a Field, with a Wood

at a difiance.

Enter Menteeth, Cathnefs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers-

Ment. The Englijh Power is near, led on by Makom,

His Uncle Skxard, and the good Macduff.

Revenges burn in them : for their dear cauies

Would to the bleeding and the gnm alarm

[
Exeunt.
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Excite the mortified man.

Ang. Near Birnam-wood
Shall we well meet them $ that way are they coming.

Cath. Who knows if Donalbainbz with his brother?

hen . For certain, Sir, he is not: I’ve a file

Of all the Gentry ; there is Shvatz's fon,

And many unrough youths, that even now
Protefl their firft of manhood.

Merit. What does the tyrant ?

Cath . Great Dunfnane he ftrongly fortifies

;

Some fay, he’s mad : others, that letter hate him,
Do call it valiant fury : but for certain,

He cannot buckle his diftemper’d Caufe
Within the belt of Rule.

Ang. Now does he feel

His fecret murders flicking on his hands;

Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith-breach ;

Thofe, he commands, move only in command.
Nothing in love , now does he feel his Title

Hang loofe about him, like a giant’s robe

Upon a dwarfifh thief.

Ment. Who then fhall blame
His pefter’d fenfes to recoil, and flart,

When all that is within him does condemn
It felf for being there ?

Cath. Wr

ell, march we on,

To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d :

Meet we the med’cine of the fickiy Weal,

And with him pour we, in our Country’s purge.

Each drop of us.

Len. Or fo much as it needs,

To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds.

Make we our March towards Bimam .
[Exeunt

„

SCENE, the Caftle ofDunfinane.

Enter Macbeth, Doflor, and Attendants

.

Mach . Bring me no more reports, let them fly all :

(Till Bernam wood remove to Dun/inane,

I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm?

Was he not born ofwoman ? Spirits, that know
All mortal confequences, have pronounc’d it;

‘ Fear
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c Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that’s born ofwoman,
‘ Shall e’er have power upon thee.—Then ftyfalkThanes,

And mingle with the Englijh Epicures.

The mind t fway by, and the heart I bear,

Shall never fagg with doubt, nor fhake with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d lown!

Where got’ft thou that goofe-look ?

Ser. There are ten thoufand—

—

Mach. Geefe, villain ?

Ser. Soldiers, Sir.

Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear,

Thou lilly-liver’d boy. What foldiers, patch ?

Death of thy foul ! thofe linen cheeks of thine

Are counfellors to fear. What foldiers, whey-face ?

4Ser. The Englifo force, fo pleafe you.

Mach. Take thy face hence Seyton ! ~ I’m
lick at heart,

When I behold Seyton, I fay ! this pulh

Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now.

I have liv’d long enough ; my way of life

Is fall’n into the Sear, the yellow leaf

:

And that which Ihould accompany old age.

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

I mull not look to have : but in their Head,

Curfes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath.

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not.

Seyton,——

—

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleafure ?

Mach. What news more ?

Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was reported.

Mach. I’ll fight, ’till from my bones my flelh be hackt $

Give me my armour.

Sey . ’Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I’ll put it on.

Send out more horfes, Ikirre the country round ;

Hang thofe, that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.
How does your Patient, Doctor ?

Doft. Not fo fick, my lord.

As Ihe is troubled with thick-coming fancies.

That
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That keep her from her Reft.

Macb. Cure her of that

:

Can'll thou not minifter to a mind difeas’d.

Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow.

Raze out the written troubles of the brain :

And, with fome fweet oblivious antidote,

Cleanfe the fluff’d bofom of that perilous huff.

Which weighs upon the heart ?

DoEl. Therein the Patient

Mufl minifter unto himfelf.

Macb. Throw phyfick to the dogs, I’ll none of it—

—

Come, put my armour on
;
give me my ftaff.

Seyton, fend out Doctor, the Thanes fly from me
Come, Sir, difpatch If thou could ’ft. Doctor, call

The water ofmy Land, find her difeafe.

And purge it to a found and priftine health

;

I would applaud thee to the very Echo,

That fhould applaud again. Pull’t off, I fay—

—

What rubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug.

Would fcour thefe Englijh hence ! bear’ll thou of them ?

DoEi. Ay, my good lord
;
your royal Preparation

Makes us hear fomething.

Macb. Bring it after me ;

I will not be afraid ofdeath and bane,

’Till Birnam foreft come to Dun(Inane.
Doft. Were I from Dunjlnane away, and clear,

Profit again fhould hardly draw me here.
[Exeunt .

SCENE changes to Birnam-Wood.

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, SiwardV Son, Men-
teeth, Cathnefs, Angus, and Soldiers marching.

Mai. Coufins, I hope, the days are near at hand.

That chambers will be fafe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Sizi\ What wood is this before us ?

Ment. The wood of Birnam.

Mai. Let every foldier hew him down a bough.

And bear’t before him ; thereby fhall we fhadovv

The numbers of our Hoft, and make difcov’ry

Err in report of us.

Sold. It fhall be done.
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Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant

Keeps fiiil in Dunjinaney and will endure

Our fitting down before’t.

Mai. ’Tis his main hope:

For where there is advantage to be given.

Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt

;

And none ferve with him but conftrained things,

Whofe hearts are abfent too.

Macd. Let our juft cenfures

Attend the true event, and put we on
Induftrious foldierlhip.

Siw. The time approaches,

That will with decifion make us know
What we fhall fay we have, and what we owe :

Thoughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate;

But certain iftue Strokes muft arbitrate

:

Towards which, advance the war,
[Exeunt marching „

SCENE changes to the Gaftle of Bunlinane.

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with drums and
colours.

Mach. Hang out our banners on the outward walls.

The cry is ftill, they come: our Caftle’s ftrength

Will laugh a liege to fcorn. Here let them lie,

’Till famine and the ague eat them up:

Were they not forc’d with thofe that Ihould be ours.

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard.

And beat them backward home. What is this noife ?

[A cry within ofWomen„

Sey. It is the cry ofWomen, my good lord.

Mach. I have almoft forgot the tafte of fears :

The time has been, my fenfes would have cool’d

To hear a night-lhriek ; and my fell of hair

Would at a difmal treatife roufe and ftir,

As life were in’t. I have fupt full with horrors ;

Direnefs, familiar to my ftaught’rous thoughts,

Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that Cry t

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead.

Mach. She Ihould have dy’d hereafter

;

There would have been a time for fuch av/ord.

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to morrow.
Creeps
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Creeps in this petty pace from day to day.

To the lad fyllable ofrecorded time;

And all our yefterdays have lighted fools

The way to dully death. Out, out, brief candle !

Life’s but a walking fhadow, a poor player.

That Ifruts and frets his hour
(
upon the Stage,

And then is heard no more ! It is a Tale
Told by an Idiot, full of found and fury.

Signifying nothing

!

Enter a Meffenger .

Thou corn'd to ufe thy tongue: thy dory quickly.

Mef My gracious lord,

I fhould report That which, I fay, I faw.

But know not how to do’t.

Macb. Well, fay it, Sir.

Mef As I did ftand my watch upon the hill,

I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought.

The wood began to move.
Macb. Liar, and flave

! [
Striking him >

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if t be not fo :

Within this three mile may you fee it coming

;

I fay, a moving grove.

Macb . If thou fpeak’d falfe.

Upon the next tree (halt thou hang alive,

T ill famine cling thee: If thy fpeech befooth,

I care not if thou dod for me as much.

J pull in Refolution, and begin

To doubt th’ equivocation of the fiend.

That lies like truth. “ Fear not, ’till Birnam wood
li Do come to Dunjinanef and now a wood
Conies toward Dunfinane . Arm, arm, and out J

If this, which he avouches, does appear.

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here,

I ’gin to be weary of the Sun

;

And wifh the date o’ th’ world were now undone.

Ring the alarum Bell ; blow, wind ! come, wrack !

At lead, we’ll die with harnefs on our back. \Exewit>

SCENE before Dunflnane,

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their Army with
Boughs .

fMal. Now, near enough: your leavy fcreens throw

down. And
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And {hew like thofe you are. You, worthy uncle.

Shall with my Coufin, your right-noble fon.

Lead our iirfl battle. Brave Macduff and we
Shall take upon’s what elfe remains to do.

According to our order.

Si<tv. Fare you well:

Do we but find the Tyrant’s Power to-night.

Let us be beaten, ifwe cannot fight.

Macd. Make all your trumpets {peak, give them all

breath,

Thofe clam’rous harbingers of blood and death. [Exe .

[
Alarums continued.

Enter Macbeth.
Mach. They’ve ty’d me to a flake, I cannot fly,

1 But, bear-like, I mull fight the courfe. What’s he,

! That was not born of woman ? fuch a one
Am I to fear, or none.

Enteryoung Siward.

To. Si<w . What is thy name?
Mach . Thou’lt be afraid to hear it, [name
To. Si<w. No : though thou . call’ll thy felf a hotter

Than any is in hell.

Macb . My name’s Macbeth .

To. &ot/.The devil himfelf could not pronounce a title

More hateful to mine ear.

Macb. No, nor more fearful.

To. Siw. Thou lieft, abhorred Tyrant; with my fword
I’ll prove the lie thou fpeak’ll.

[
Eighty andyoung Siward’/ Jlaitt.

Macb . Thou waft born of woman; —
But fword s I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn,

Brandilh’d by man that’s of a woman born. [.Exit.

Alarums . Enter Macduff. -

Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant, fhew thy face ;

If thou be’ft flain, and with no ftroke ofmine.
My wife and children’s ghofts will haunt me ftill.

I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe arms
Are hir’d to bear their ftaves : Or thou, Macbeth,

Or elfe my fword with an unbatter’d edge
I fheath again undeeded. There thou fhould’ft be—
By this great clatter, one of the greateft note

Seems
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Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune !

And more I beg not. [Exit. Alarum .

Enter Malcolm and Sivvard.

Si<w. This way, my lord, the Cattle's gently render’d

:

The tyrant’s people on both Tides do fight

;

The noble Thanes do bravely in the war

,

The day almott it felf profelTes yours

,

And little is to do.

Mai. We’ve met with foes.

That ttrike befide us.

Sz<w. Enter, Sir, the Cattle. [Exeunt. Alarum .

E?iter Macbeth.
Mach. Why fhould I play the Roman fool, and die

On mine own fword ? whiltt I fee lives, the gafhes

Do better upon them.

To him. Enter Macduff.
Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn.

Macb. Of all men elfe I have avoided thee

:

But get thee back, my foul is too much charg’d

With ,blood of thine already.

Macd. I’ve no words

:

My voice is in my fword ! thou bloodier villain.

Than terms can give thee out. [Eight . . Alarum .

Mach. Thou lofeft labour

;

As eafy may’ft thou the intrenchant air

With thy keen fword imprefs, as make me bleed :

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable cretts,

I bear a charmed life, which mutt not yield

To one of woman born.

Macd. Defpair thy Charm !

And let the angel, whom thou ftill hatt ferv’d

Tell thee, Macduffwas from his mother’s womb
Untimely ripp’d.

Mach. Accurfed be that tongue, that tells me fof

For it hath cow’d my better part of man:
And be thefe jugling fiends no more believ’d.

That palter with us in a double fenfe ;

That keep the word of promife to our ear.

And break it to our hope ! I’ll not fight with thee.

Macd. Then yield thee, coward.

And live to be the fhevv, and gaze q’ th’ time.

We'll



67The Tragedy ofMac b eth.
We’ll have thee, as our rarer mongers are,

Painted upon a pole, and under-writ,

“ Here may you fee the tyrant.”

Mach . I will not yield

To kifs the ground before young Malcolms feet.

And to be baited with the rabble’s Curfe.

Though Birnam^Nood be come to Dunjinane,

And thou, oppos’d, be of no woman born.

Yet I will try the laft. Before my body
I throw my warlike fhield. Lay on, Macduff;

And damn’d be he, that firft -cries, hold, enough.

[Exeunt fighting. Alarums.

Retreat andfiourijh. Enter with D? u?n and Colours,

Malcolm, Siward, Roffe, Thanes, and Soldiers.

Mai. I would, the friends, we mifs, were fafe arriv’d.

Siw. Some mufl go off: and yet by thefe I fee,

So great a day as this is cheaply bought.

Mai. Macduff is miffing, and your noble fon.

Roffe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a foldier’s dept;

He only liv’d but tell he was a man,
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm’d.

In the unfhrinking ftation where he fought.

But like a man he dy’d.

Siw. Then is he dead? [row

Roffe . Ay, and brought offthe field
:
your caufe of for-

Muft not be meafur’d by his worth, for then

It hath no end.

Siw. Had he his hurts before ?

Roffe. Ay, on the front.

Siw. Why then, God’s foldier be he!

Had I as many fons as I have heirs,

I would not wilh them to a fairer death :

And fo his knel is knoll’d.

Mai. He’s worth more forrow.

And that I’ll fpend for him.

Siw. He’s worth no more

:

They fay, he parted well, and paid his fcore.

So, God be with him !—Here comes newer comfort.

Enter Macduff, ‘with Macbeth’* head.

Macd, Hail, King! for fo thou art. Behold, where
Hands

Th’
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Th’ Ufurper’s curfed head ; the time is free:

I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdom’s Peers,

That fpeak my falutation in their minds

:

Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine.

Hail, King of Scotland

f

All. Hail, King of Scotland
!

[Flout

Mai. We fhall not fpend a large expence of time.

Before we reckon with your fev’ral loves,

And make us even with you. Fbanes and kinfmen,
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland

In fuch an honour nam’d. What’s more to do
Which would be planted newly with the time,

As calling home our exil’d friends abroad.

That fled the fnares of watchful tyranny;

Producing forth the cruel minifters

Of this dead Butcher, and his fiend, like Queen ;

(Who, as ’tis thought, by felf and violent hands
Took off her life;) this, and what needful elfe

That calls upon us, by the grace of God,
We will perform in meafure, time and place

:

So thanks to all at once, and to each one,

Whom we invite to fee us crown’d at Scone .

[ Flourifh. Exeunt omnes .

my

Musick
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Mu sick /« Second ACT,
5*/ £y Mr, Leveridge.

Enterfederal Witches.

\Jl Witch. OPeak, Sifter is the Deed done ?

o 2^. Long ago, long ago;

Above twelve GlafTes fince have run.

3 d. Ill deeds are feldom flow,

Or lingle, but following Crimes on former wait,

4th. The worftof Creatures fafeft propagate.

Many more Murders muft this one enfue

;

Dread Horrors ftill abound.
And ev’ry Place furround,

As if in Death were found
Propagation too.

zd. He muft!

3 d. He fhall

!

i
ft. He will fpill much more Blood,

And become worfe, to make his Title good.

Chor. He will, he will fpill much more blood.

And become worfe, to make his Title good,

ift. Now let’s dance.

zd. Agreed.

3 d. Agreed.

4th. Agreed.

Ml. Ao-reed.O
Chor. We ftiou’d rejoice when good Kings bleed,

When Cattle die about, about we go

;

When Lightning, and dread Thunder,
Rendftubborn Rocks in funder,

And fill the World with Wonder,
What fhou’d we do ?

Chor . Rejoice* >we fhou’d rejoice.

When



When Winds and Waves are warring,

Earthquakes the Mountains taring,

And Monarchs die defpairing,

What fhou’d we do ?—

Chor . Rejoice we Ihou’d rejoice.

I.

Ift.
Let’s have a Dance upon the Heatlv,

We gain more life by Duncans death

;

zd» Sometimes like brinded Cats we fhew.

Having no Mufick but our Mew,
To which we dance in fome old Mill,

Upon the Hopper, Stone, or Wheel;
To fome old Saw, or Bardifti rhime,

Q>or. Where Hill the Mill-clack does keep time.

II.

Sometimes about a hollow Tree,

Around, around, around dance we;
Thither the chirping Crickets come.
And Beetles fing in drowfy Hum

:

Sometimes we dance o’er ferns or furs.

To howls of Wolves, or barks of Curs:

Or if with none of thefe we meet,

Chor . We dance toth’ Echoes of our feet.

Chor . At the Night Ravens difmal Voice,

When others tremble we rejoice.

And nimbly, nimbly dance we kill.

To th’ Echoes from a hollow Hill. {Exeunt.

2

Musick



Musick in the 'Third ACT.

Enter Hecate, &c.

Spirits in the Clouds calL

Spi. Hecate, Hecate, come away.
Hec . Hark, hark, I’m call’d,

My little merry airy Spirit fee.

Sits in a foggy Cloud, and waits for me,
Spi. Hecate , Hecate

,

Thy chirping Voice I hear.

So pleafing to my Ear,

At which I poll away.
With all the fpeed I may.

Where’s Puckle ?

Spi. Here.

Hec. Where’s Stradling?

Spi . Here.

And Hopper too, and Hell<way too.

We want but you, we want but you.

3 Voc. Come away, come away, make up th’account.
Verf% With new-fall’n due.

From Churchyard Yew,
I will but ’noint and then I’ll mount.

Now I’m furnifli’d for my flight,

[Symphony whiift Hecate places in the Machine]
Now I go, and now I fly,

Malkin my fweet Spirit and I,

O what a dainty Pleafure’s this.

To fail in the air

When the Moon fliines fair.

To ling, to dance, to toy and kifs.

Over Woods, high Rocks, and Mountains
j

Over Hills and mifly Fountains

;

Over Steeples, Tow’rs, and Turrets,
We fly by night ’mong troops of Spirits.

Cher. We fly by night Tnongll troops of Spirits.

[Exit,

ACT



A C T the Fourth

.

Mufick at the Cauldron

,

Enter Hecate, and all the Witches,

ij

h

Black Spirits and white,

2d. Red Spirits and gray,
2 Voices, Mingle, mingle, mingle you that mingle may.
3 d. Tiffin, Tiffin,

Keep it ftiffin.

4th. Fire drake Pucky
Make it lucky.

fjth, Liard Robin
You mull: bob in,

Chor . Round, around, around, around about.

All ill come running in, all good keep out.

ift. Here's the blood of a Batts

Hec. O, put in that.

2 d, Here's Lizards brain.

Hec, Put in a grain.

3 d, Here’s juice of Toad,

4th, -Here's oil of adder,

Which will make the Charm grow, madder.

Hec. To add to thefe, and raifea pois’nous ilench.

Here—here’s three ounces ; of a red-hair’d wench.

Chorus. Round, around, around, around about,

All ill come running in, all good keep out.

FINIS.

1
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